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INTRODUCING SUPER DC 


HIS is the first issue of a brand new magazine. We hope you'll like it. Many 

of you will already be familiar with America’s DC Comics. They include 
Batman, Superman, Superboy, Lois Lane and Jimmy Olsen Comics. Super DC is 
so called because it will combine in one publication strips and stories about all 
these favourite characters. A super magazine indeed! 

Super DC is published in Britain and because of this we shall be able to 
include occasional features on other great characters who are favourites here. 
This issue, for example, includes a feature on the TV hero, the Saint. We shall 
also carry sport features and competitions that British readers can enter. The 


first is on page 30. 


We hope you'll place a regular order for Super DC every month. We hope 
you'll tell your friends about it. We also hope that you'll write and give us your 
views on Super DC, what you like about it, anything you don’t like about it. 


You'll find the address on page 15. 
Now-—on with the fun! 


STAR PIC: 1 


For seven years Patrick Macnee has 
been identified with John Steed, the 
bowler-hatted, umbrella-carrying 
secret agent he played in The 
Avengers. 


The swashbuckling tradition runs 


YOU D/D ASK FOR 
TURTLE Sour SiR! 


SPEEDY STAR! 

Steve McQueen, who was seen 
driving a car in one of the greatest ever 
chase scenes in the film Bullitt, is good 
at handling anything in the motor line. 
His love of speed is shown by the fact 
that at the last count he owned a 
Ferrari, an Excalibur, a Mustang, a 
Jaguar and six motorcycles. Once a 
deckhand on a tanker, he has taken 
part in speed events all over the world. 


JIMMY'S SIGNAL WATCH 


EVERAL years ago, Superman 

gave his pal, Jimmy Olsen, a signal- 
watch with which to call him in 
emergencies. Though it looks like an 
ordinary time-piece, it is actually 
unique for, by pressing a hidden signal- 
button, Jimmy can send a “zee-zee” 
sound which is inaudible to the human 
ear, but easily picked up by the Man 
of Steel’s super-hearing. By altering 
the frequency, Jimmy can also send 
signals attuned to the ears of either 
Supergirl or Krypto the Superdog. 

Silver, platinum and gold were used 
in its construction, as well as Tulanium 
from the planet Zumoor, Morabalt 
from Xenon, and Deronium, an 
artificial element unknown in our 
time, which Superman brought back 
from the 30th century, where he had 
been visiting the Legion of Super- 
Heroes. 

From the space ship which brought 
the Kryptonian villain Gra-Mo to 
Earth, Superman took a rare mineral, 
Tuhanite, found only on his home 
planet. He thought all the rest of this 
substance had perished when Krypton 
exploded; but later, after rescuing the 
bottle-city of Kandor from the space- 
villain, Brainiac, he found this tiny 
Kryptonian metropolis had large 
supplies of it-though reduced to 
microscopic size. However, this is one 
part of the watch which will never 
have to be replaced, since, like other 
things from Krypton, it is indestruc- 
tible under Earth’s yellow sun. 


One might imagine tha: this device 
would insure Jimmy's safety at all 
times; but this is not true. Its signal 
cannot reach through space, nor can it 
operate across the time-barrier. Once 
Superman improved the watch so its 
signal could carry through space, but 
the first time Jimmy used it, the new 
part, made of a very rare element, 
Zenalite, burned and could not be 
replaced. 

Once, when Superman was at the 
Earth’s core on a mission, the signal 
was stopped by a large deposi of lead; 
another time, high mountains blocked 
it. Also, powerful electrical distur- 
bances can jam the signal. Thus, 
Jimmy cannot always count’on Super- 
man to respond to his signal, and so 
must use his wits to get himself out of 
difficulties. 

Criminals plotting against the Man 
of Steel often try to steal the watch so 
they can use it to lure their super-foe 
into Kryptonite traps. Jimmy’s in- 
genuity has thwarted more than one 
such villain. Once a pickpocket lifted 
the watch and, not knowing what kind 
it was, accidentally called Superman 
with it! 

On several occasions, the signal- 
watch has been broken or damaged, 
and Superman, while repairing it, has 
improved it. 

Oh, yes—in case you're wondering, 
the watch tells time, too! Money 
couldn’t buy such a watch, of course, 
but how marvellous to own one. 


WHAT'S WRONG WITH THIS PicTURE ? WELL, 
CLARK KENT |S TALKING TO SUPERMAN » WHEN 
WE ALL KNOW THEY'RE THE SAME PERSON ! ALSO, 
CLARK HAS A BEARD, THOUGH HIS WHISKERS SHOULDN'T 
ON EARTH ! AND SUPE; 
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MUST GET TO THE DAILY PLANET 
BUILDING... NOTHING ELSE MATTERS! 
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A GUN CAN'T HURT YOU, CAN IT, SUPERMAN 7 
BUT THIS X-RAY GUN CAN EXBOSE YOUR 
IDENTITY." YOUR DAYS OF IMPERSONATING 
MB ARE OVER / 


AND NEXT MORNING, AS EDITOR PERRY WHITE! 
TERS CLARK KENT ANO LOIS| 


LANE ‘ONE SIDE! LET 
ME_INTO THAT 
anear” OUT THERE? py OFFICE gal P 


I'VE FOUND 
YOU AT LAST, 
KENT... 


ARE YOu? = UPERIMAN. TALK AFTER CHANGING GARB. THE MAN OF 
TRC MPERSONATNG” co OU MEAN we See Taares STEEL TAKES THE STRANGER TO A 
You 2 vA, DESERTED MOUNTAINTOP... 
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TO HAVE A NICE, poe 
PRIVATE CHAT: OU 
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“THEN YOU LOCKEO ME IN A “THEN 4 FEW DAYS AGO, AN EARTHQUAKE 
MOUNTAIN RETREAT YOrD BUILT,” TIRUGE THe MOUNTAIN." 
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PLANET IN YOUR PLACE.’ 
y/ HA, HA! 


WAAIRACULOUSLY,, 1 ESCAPEO WITH ONLY A 
FEW BRUISES... BUT MY CELL WAS 2 
MY CHAINS SMASHED...) 


TOMY HANGOUT 

Tae Aes Or 

SOLITUDE,TO PROVE] 
YOU'RE WRONG / 
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ss Hou CITY OF METROPOLIS 
¢ ot mie Fora TMS PLACE 1S ALMOST A CARBON COPY 
OF MY OWN METROPOLIS... BUT. THERE) 
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[SUODEMY, THE BOGUS RED-AND BLUE FIGURE 
SWOOPS ONTO THE SCENE, IN METROPOLIS PARN,.. 


DON'T KNOW HOW YC 
KENT-- 


SORRY... I'VE AWARDE| 
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"LL GIVE YOU A LIGHT. A 
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IMPOSSIBLE / ONLY SOMEONE WITH SUPER: 

STRENGTH COULD HAVE DONE THAT TO ME / Z 
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THE GROUND TREMBLES 
AS THE TWO MIGHTY 
OPPONENTS CLASH IN. 

‘SUPER OR NOT, THE MAN DOESN'T COMBAT . anes 

LIVE WHO CAN TAKE ME ON... 

AT LEAST HE COESN'T LIVE LONG! 


HIS STRENGTH IS EBBING -- STI 
THAT A SUPERMAN SHOULD TIRE / 
ANYWAY, TILL FINISH idl OFF SOON ! 


FINAL STAGGERING BLOW IS DEALT TO 
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LIKE A RUNAWAY ENGINE OF DESTRUCTION, 
THE MAN OF STEEL WREAKS HAVOC 
IN THE CITY'S STREETS Ue 


NOW THAT HE'S DISPOSED OF. MY NEXT 
TARGET 1S --METROPOLIS/ 
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IPERMAN REVENGE ste 
TE OSMIEE TOE OUET AG CME OF Te Bibs! Z 


MUST STALL te Bro oe FIND OUT WHAT. 


“GUT 1 WAS REALLY CERTAIN WHEN I CAME, 
SUPERMAN... 


*... WHEN T NOTICED THE OTHER CLARK 
me INTO CONTACT WITH YOUR. 


oe VET 
HE CLAIMED HE'D BEEN LOCKED UP 
IN SOLITARY FOR YEARS... 


HUMAN BEING --ABOUT 60 DEGREES INSTEAD. 
OF, 98. 601 E'S AN ANDROID...AND 50, 
‘ALL THE PEOPLE 


HOU! 
WER THE YEARS , ry 
WEREN'T THERE / SOT 


SCAN THE SKY wii) 

YOUR TELESCOPI 

VISION AND. Fete 

ME WHAT 704 
SEE! 


TE 
LD WHICH WILL PERMAI 
Gee Aone OF Tyas 

N_FROM ALL OTHERS! THIS 


ew IRE WORLO, IN EFFECT, WILL BE 
A GIGANTK, ISOLATED PRISON / 


AND YOu MUST OMIT Our 
LITTLE MELODRAMA WA 
ue DIMENSIONAL LOCK: i 
ce 
SOM ELE  tHeir 
i TO 
Ses il Hoge nice ten 


/ EVEN THE 
CLARK ANDROID THOUGHT THE 
STORY HE TOLD YOU WAS TRUE! 


TO BELIGVE THEY WERE 
REALLY HUMAN / E 
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WE'RE LEAVING NOW, SUPERMAN AND You'll 
BE STRANDED WERE FOR ALL ETERNITY. 


1S RID 
ENEMY 


SECONDS LATER, SUPERMAN CATCHES UP 
Witn We RAPIDLY SPECONG CRAFT 


THERE'S THE OPENING -~ | 
BUT IT'S RAPIDLY SHRINKING / 
THERE'LL ONLY BE TIME 
FORONE OF US TO 

GET THROUGH / 


MY TROUBLES AREN'T OVER YET. 

THE KENT ANDROID EXPOSEO MY 

SECRET !OENTITY WITH THAT X-RAY 
WN. 


WIM... 'LL USE MY 
i SUPER-MEMORY TO 
CONSTRUCT A GUN THAT 
LOOKS LIKE IT... BUT 
PERFORMS DIFFERENTLY’, 


cM 


DON’ GREAT CAESAR'S GHOST.’ 
Z UNDERSTAND’) JIMMY'S WEARING 
- SUPERMAN UNF: 


-| 4 DISGUISED PROTEC’ 


E of the SUPE 


DESPERATELY. THE AMAN OF MIGHT HURLS 
HIMSELF AT THE BARRIER, BUT... 


QOFE! THEY'RE RIGHT-- J WAIT! THERE 
EVEN I CAN'T BREAK 315 A WAY OUT: 
THROUGH’ AM I REALLY 
TRAPPED FOR GOOD - 


| THE REVENGE SQUAD MUST HAVE 
PROVIOED AN OPENING IN THE 

DIMENSIONAL WALL FOR THEIR 
OWN SHIPS 


Witw AN ADDED BURST OF SUPER-SPEED, THE 
MAN OF STEEL SPURTS AHEAD OF THE SHIP 

"ASSES THROUGH THE NARROWING 
DIMENSIONAL GAP... 


Pe emer 
BY THE VERY BARRIER THAT WAS 
dole ister 


TAKE THAT X-RAY 
GUN FROM THE 
PHONEY KENT ? 


HERE, LOIS-- SHOOT THE 
GUN AT JIMMY ANO SEE 
WHAT HAPPENS / 


NO, PERRY. THIE "x-R£Y GUNS ONLY 
Re! THAT 
MAN POSING AS ME WAS JUST A-- 
ER -- PUBLICITY- SEEKING CRACKPOT:| 


WELL, CLARK, IT LOOKS ) MY GuN-SWITCHING 
LIKE I WAS WRONG “RUSE WORKED’ THAT 
ABOUT YOU AGAIN: ) SHOULD QuiET HER 
ANO I WAS SO SURB /SUSPICIONS--UNTIL 
THIS TIME. TOMORROW, ANYWAY,’ 
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S the Batmobile roared towards 
A Cherry Blossom Road in the 
suburbs of Gotham City, Robin 
turned to Batman, who was piloting 
the great black car. “Holy hoopla,” he 
exclaimed, “I guess we’re heading for 
Ma Parker's hide out, but why? How 
do you link her with the fact that a 
toy crime kit was left at the scene of a 
supermarket robbery?” 

Batman smiled grimly. “The 
Greatest Mother of Them All’ as she 
calls herself, has lifted an idea straight 
out of Dickens. You remember your 
Oliver Twist, Robin?” 

“You mean the boy who wanted 
more porridge?” asked Robin. 

Batman laughed. “Wrong reference, 
Boy Wonder. Think of Fagin and the 
Artful Dodger. But we’re almost there 
now. We must hide the Batmobile.” 

They crept through the straggling 
bushes that were all that was left of 
the garden of the house in Cherry 
Blossom Road. They could hear the 
chatter of many voices from inside and 
they gained a side window and peered 
inside. The big living room was 
equipped like a classroom. A large 
blackboard was set up at one end and 
at desks facing it were about 40 
grinning boys and girls. Ma Parker, 
with her miscreant offspring beside 
her, was presiding at a big table by the 
easel. She was talking in her shrill 
voice while, cradled in her arms, was 
her usual companion, a wicked-looking 
sub-machine gun. 


EXAM TIME 


“Now that was sure a swell job you 
kids put over,” she said. “You've all 
passed your first examination with full 
marks.) Those among you who are 
majoring in safe-cracking get your 
diplomas right now, for not having to 
use the cutting torch. You made one 
mistake, some of you; you left some 
of the tools of your trade behind you. 
Watch that in future. All in all, I call it 
a thumping success and I’m proud of 
you all. Today, you undergo your final 
test. Those of you who pass this one 
will graduate at once from our 
Academy and can go into professional 
practice right away.” 

She fondled the sub-machine gun 


lovingly. “You, my chickens, are the nanny is actually training these young- 
next generation of miscreants. When sters to be criminals.” 


we practitioners grow old and want to _ “Holy waxworks, look at this, 
retire and rest, the torch of crime will Batman!” Robin whispered. Into the 
be passed to your young and eager TOOmM came Batman, the Caped 
hands. You are all now proficient in Crusader, and Robin, the Boy Wonder. 
hoodwinking the cops. Many of you The masks, the capes, the emblems 
can open safes by listening through looked genuine. Only the tatuous grins 
stethoscopes to the tumblers, as your 0" the two faces told the hidden 
skilled and sensitive fingers turn the watchers the real identity of the fake 

knobs. Those not gifted that way can Dynamic Duo. 
all use the oxy-acetylene torch. You “Now, students,” Ma Parker began. 
are all familiar with pistols and smoke- “Here, before you, you see the two 
bombs. Well done! Now comes the Most pestiferous punks in Gotham 
supreme test. Pretty Boy, Dog City. These two are the sworn foes of 
Catcher, are you ready?” every member of our criminal 
community. They live only to thwart 

our villainies.” 
FAKE DUO She looked fondly at her two apish 
sons tricked out in their carnival out- 
“All set, Ma,” grinned the two fits. “Take good notice of these two, 
gangling youths beside her, and they my prize pupils,” she went on. “You 
went from the room, leering at the will encounter them often in your 
Pupils. future careers. You will leam to 
“See what I mean, Robin?” respect them for, I must admit, their 
muttered Batman. “This nefarious exploits are redoubtable. You see be- 
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In the hush that followed. Batman produced his Batar. 


fore you, in the guise of the dreary 
Dynamic Duo, my sons Pretty Boy 
and Dog Catcher. They are leaving 
now and, when they return, each of 
you, in tum, will be pitted against 
them. You will all need all the skill 
and cunning in unarmed combat that 
you have veen taught to hold your 
own against them. Judo, keidokwai, 
karate, may all be tsed. Today’s 
exercises will be of the utmost value to 
you before you all meet the real Caped 
Crusaders. Boys, you may retire for a 
while. Our students will now prepare 
themselves for your re-entry and will 
figure'out ways ot foiling you.” 

“Gee, Ma,” leered Dog Catcher. “Is 
it okay if I break an arm or two?” 

“I'd sure like to practice that 
hammer-lock I been learning, Ma,” 
guffawed Pretty Boy. 


INTO ACTION 


Ma Parker waved her gun. “Careful, 
boys,” she warned them. “This is just 
play, remember that. Any monkey 
business and I'll tan your hides, both 
of you. And, as for you, Legs—” and 
she tumed to the tittering girl, “wipe 
that grin off your pan double quick.” 

“Hist, Robin,” whispered Batman. 
“Into action, old lad. 1. think it time 
we butted in on this graduation day 
ceremony of this learned establish- 
ment, don’t you?” 

Pretty Boy and Dog Catcher, in the 
kitchen, were amazed when two 
replicas of themselves appeared from 
nowhere. They had no time to cry out 
before the gags were in their mouths 
and they were trussed up and tossed 
into an outhouse. “Back to school, 
Robin,” Batman said. 

There was silence when they made 
their way through the kitchen and 
emerged into the classroom. Ma Parker 
waved her gun. “Now, who is the first 
candidate?” she grinned. “Don’t all 
speak at once.” 


The assembled students stared at 
the caped figures. They knew that the 
pair were really Pretty Boy and Dog 
Catcher under those masks. Even so, 
the couple did look very daunting. All 
knew of the real Dynamic Duo and of 
their exploits and suddenly they felt 
scared. The other things, the smoke- 
bombs, the safe opening and all the 
other lessons had been fun and they’d 
enjoyed playing at them, under the 
motherly eye of Ma Parker, Principal 
of the Parker College of Crime. But 
this was different. 

“Come, come,” snapped the Head 
Mistress, brandishing her gun. “Are 
you all chicken? The first who 
volunteers gets his or her diploma first. 
We can’t wait all day. We've real work 
to plan. On the blackboard you see a 
plan of the vaults of the Gotham City 
Guaranty Trust Bank. Tonight, my 
children, as a post-graduate exercise, 
we are going to raid those vaults. After 
tonight’s job, we'll all be on East 
Street for a while and there will be a 
vacation. Doesn’t that tempt you? 
They aren’t the real Caped Crusaders, 
you know. They’re only those two big 
louts of sons of mine.” 

In the hush that followed, Batman 
produced his Batarang and hurled it 
towards Ma Parker. It hooked round 
her gun and he hauled it in to his own 
grip. Ma Parker shrieked abuse. 

“What's the idea, you crazy goons?” 
she shrilled. “This is only an exercise, 
remember. By golly, I'll leather the 
hides of you two for this.” 

Somehow, Robin had contrived to 
put himself in front of the other door 
out of the room and he stood there 
grinning as Batman, with the gun 
cradled in his arms, replied solemnly 
to Ma Parker. “Playtime’s over, Ma. 
T've no doubt you had fun while it 
lasted. But that vacation you spoke of 
has come sooner than you intended.” 

“No! It can’t be the Dynamic Duo, 
in person?” she screamed. 


SUPER DC MUSEUM: 


Top racing car of its day, this 


16Hitre Fist won the French 
Grand Prix at Dieppe in 1907. 
Driven by Felice Nazzaro, it 
covered 477.4 miles st an average 
speed of 70.5 m.p.h. 


g and hur 


NOW WHAT HAVE | DONE 
WITH MY PIPE? | HADIT 
A MINUTE AGO. 


“None other, 


Ma’am, at your 
service,’’ laughed Batman. “We 
thought it best to give your students a 
sight of the real opposition. Because 
I’m afraid their careers of crime aren’t 
going to start at all. A few months in 
reform school will get rid of those 
pernicious ideas you have been putting 
into their innocent heads. As for you 
and your felonious family, Ma; I feel 
that a long spell in the penitentiary 
will do you a world of good. Just pick 
up that phone, Ma, and call the 
Commissioner.” 


WINDOW DASH 

“You daren’t ...” she shrieked and 
dashed for the window, followed by 
her wailing daughter, Legs. A short 
burst into the air from the sub- 
machine gun stopped them in mid- 
stride and Ma Parker turned, her face a 
mask of fury. 

“The phone,” said Batman relent- 


lessly. 

With a face filled with hatred she 
made the call and replaced the 
receiver. Machine gun in hand, Batman 
sat on the edge of the table, swinging 
one leg. “We'll all just sit quietly and 
wait for the arrival of the patrol 
wagons, shall we?” he suggested 
serenely. Ma Parker reflected moodily. 
Just how could a respectable crook 
ever hope to get rid of these pests of 
Caped Crusaders? 


@ Watch out for another great story of 
Batman—and Robin, the Boy Wonder, 
of course—in the next issue of Super 
DC. There'll be a Superman story too, 
and much, much more besides in this 
great new adventure magazine. Do 
your friends a favour and tell them 
about Super DC. 
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“AFTER GETTING ORDERS, 
E TOURED THE CAMP TO CHECK 


SCeBUtE sUBDENC... 


OR almost 30 years a couple of 

characters in the Batman comics 
have gone without names. These men 
are Alfred the butler and Com- 
missioner Gordon. Alfred lacks a last 
name, while Gordon is without a first. 
Being much disturbed with this 
terrible problem I set to work to solve 
it and am writing to you to see if you 
agree with my names. 

I started with Alfred. I wanted to 
give him a last name that was distin- 
guished, but not as dynamic as Bruce 
Wayne. I wanted a name to fit this 
character. Therefore I chose the 
obvious Butler! What better name for 
a butler could there be than Alfred 
Butler? 

Unfortunately I could not use the 
same gimmick for Gordon. “Com- 
missioner” is not a very common name 
and the title “Commissioner Com- 
missioner Gordon” is somewhat of a 
tongue twister. I also felt that Gordon 
should have a familiar name so | 
thought I would name him Robert in 
honour of Batman's creator, Robert 
Kane. 


Wilmington, 
Delaware, USA 


JACK C. HARRIS 


Wouldn't it be curious if Alfred's 
last name were Gordon, and Gordon's 
first name were Alfred?Then they'd 
both be named Alfred Gordon! 


HERE are two things that I want 

to comment on: villains’ prison 
sentences, and why your heroes never 
age. Hold tight, here we go! 

The Dynamic Duo is supposed to 
have been going for 28 years. Why 
haven’t they aged? I have a solution, 
but it’s a bit unrealistic. You could say 
that since it’s only fiction we can 
suppose that people, instead of living 
to about 70 or 80 actually live to 
about 300 or so! Since people live 
about four times as long, they also 
only age four times as slowly! This 
would seem to be a solution even if 
not a very good one. However, this too 
has a snag. Robin has been at school 
for 28 years! 

Now let’s consider the villains’ 
prison sentences. A villain battles a 
hero, is defeated and sent to prison. 


Then he’s back again before he could 
have possibly served his sentence. How 
long is it for robbery first time? Let’s 
say it’s about five years. That means tc 
let him serve his sentence and not 
escape you'd have to leave him out of 
the action for five years. 

Now five years is only if you take a 
month of actual time as being a month 
for your characters (which means 
Batman has been going for 28 years). 
However, I suppose you could use the 
other alternative in which a month is a 
week. In that case a villain sentenced 
to five years would have to be kept 
out of the mag for 20 years! And that 
only if he was a first offender. 

There are an awful number of DC 
villains that should be locked up for 
keeps! The greatest offender in this 
respect is the Joker. He must have 
been sentenced to life a long time ago. 
Yet he keeps returning to battle Bat- 
man. Whichever time you use, month 
equals month or month equals week, 
the villains aren’t in for long enough. 

Of course it would be absurd for 
you to keep the villains out of your 
mags for years and years. You've got 
to use them. So, let’s see if we can 
come up with an excuse. We could say 
that they just keep escaping. 

One final thought about your 


QUIZMASTE 


In future issues we want 
to print letters from YOU 
the readers of new SUPER 
DC. But to start off the 
feature we are publishing 
this month letters that have 


appeared in DC comics in 


America. Read them 
then get out your pen! 


and 


heroes ageing. You've got to do as you 
do, otherwise you'd just have to pack 
in all- your heroes, or have them 
chasing villains in wheel chairs. That 
and the point about the villains’ 
sentences are just things you're forced 
to overlook, and that’s that. 


PAUL BROUGHTON 


Beeston, 
Notts, England. 


In a comic magazine world, time 
itself must of necessity be ‘unreal! 


LETTER raised the question of 
whether or not a hero could have 
costumes of more than one different 
colour. I see no reason why this should 
not be true. 

It has always seemed foolish to me 
to see someone just get his super- 
super-powers and then have to post- 
pone his heroic career while he stays 
up nights making a costume. Who 
needs it? And even assuming he 
already has a costume, why should he 
bother to make the spare one just like 
the original? 

DONALD D. MARKSTEIN 


How much do you know 
about Sexton Blake? 


1. When was the first Sexton Blake story published? 2. Who plays 


Blake on TV?. 
bloodhound? 


3. Who plays Tinker? 4. What is the name of Blake's 
5. What make of car does Blake drive? 


ANSWERS 
“S0A0Y-S}104 °g ‘Ouped “y ‘S804 s060Y *f ‘ouAeg COUSINET “Z “E681 “L 
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LING ALL 
5: EXPERIMEN TAL 


TLL AVOID ANOTHER HAYMAKER 
By, TYBNING_ON MY subER SPEED.) 
VIBES IA SECOND ARM AND 
FIST MATERIALIZED, AND... 
OOF! MY SOLAR- PLEXUS 
“e 


Oa 
° 


LATER , AT SMALLVILLE WGK. 
v 

CLASS / NOTH 

£ Ice HOW 


BUT INCREDIBLY, SOMETHING STOPS THE BOY 
OF s7HBL COLD.’ 


USE EXPLOSIVES IN IT! T'tt SEE THAT THE’ 
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FAREWELL 10 THE SAINT 


“It’s all over,’’ says Roger Moore. ’’| have finished 
playing The Saint.’ He has said it before, but now 
it seems that he has parted finally with his halo. 


If there are to be nc more Saintly adventures on TV, these 
Pictures will serve as a souvenir of the most successful 
series ever made by British television. The Saint has been 
screened in more than 80 countries abroad. But our guess 
is that episodes of The Saint will continue to be shown in 
repeats on the screen for many years to come. And that 
there may well be a cinema version. After all, Roger Moore 
was the 10th actor to play the Saint (although the only 
one on TV). You can t keep a hero down! 
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2 Haltron transistor radios 
(complete with carry cases) 

WI N O N F 2 Action Man action pilots 
2 Bonanza movable man models 
0 F T ia F S F (of Ben and Little Joe) 

24 consolation prizes of Airfix 
T F R R i FI Cc scale construction kits 

This Super DC competition is free 
PR [7 E S | to enter. All you have to do is 

colour the veteran French 1907 

Renault limousine printed below. 


Holborn, London, WC 1. It must award the prizes, taking competitors’ 
HOW TO reach us within 30 days of ages into consideration. We reserve the 
ENTER publication. The prizes to be et p seo a prize of equal value 
won are listed above. in forseen circumstances cause 


Just take your paints or crayons 
and colour the car in any colour inners announced 
scheme you like. Fill in your RULES OF m Dates a echion is final idee 
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cut out the coupon and post it to ene eaves no the sta 

Super DC. | Entries arriving after the date given ing. The competition is ca te 
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GREAT MOMENTS IN SPORT 


OUR HENRY 
v. CASSIUS 


F ever a crowd could have willed a man to win, that man 
was Henry Cooper at Arsenal Stadium in May, 1966. He 
had fought Cassius Clay (not yet known as Muhammad Ali) 
once before, three years earlier at Wembley. And on that 
occasion Henry had produced a left hook in the fourth 
round which had dumped Clay inelegantly on the canvas. 
He was still there when the bell for the end of the round 
interrupted the referee’s count. k 
Half a minute earlier and Henry’s hammer might have 
the course of boxing history. For it is his proud 
boast that once he catches an opponent he seldom lets him 
get off the hook. And Clay at that time was still fighting 
and arguing his way towards the world heavyweight 
championship. But by the start of the fifth round he had 
recovered, and before the round was out the fight had been 
stopped because of an ugly cut over Henry’s eye. 

The crowd at Highbury in 1966 hoped to see Henry’s 
hammer in action again. For the last Briton to win the title 
was Bob Fitzsimmons in 1897. 

The battle started well enough for Henry. In round two 
Clay began moving fast for a kill but Henry gave as good as 


Japanese athlete Kitei Son won a 1936 
marathon race wearing special shoes with 


How they 
weighed in 


HENRY COOPER 


Chest (no: * 
Chest (expanded) . 
Neck ... 

Waist . 

Biceps 

Wrist . 

Calf .. 

Forearm . 


Age .3 He 
Weight 

Height 

Reach .. 
Chest (normal) . 
Chest (expanded) . 
Neck . 

Waist . 

Biceps 

Wrist . 

Calf .. 
Forearm. 
Ankle... 


he got. Round three though went to Clay, too fast and 
elusive tor the British champion. by round four Clay by 
indisputably the master. Henry was fighting a will o’ the 
wisp. 
It ended one minute and 40 seconds into the sixth 
round. Again it was a cut over his left eye that was 
responsible. A cut that appeared to have been caused by 
Clay’s head rather than his fist. A cut that required eight 
stitches, 

Once again ’Enery’s eyebrow had let him down. The 
world title passed out of his reach. But Henry was still to 
set an incredible record—10 years as undisputed champion 
of Britain. 

During those 10 years he has fought some great fights 
and also given some feeble displays. There have been times 
when the Press have told him, “It’s time to retire, Henry.” 
Only to have to eat their words after his next fight. 

For 10 years he has remained Britain’s best and always a 
sportsman and a gentleman. His OBE in the New Year's 
Honours List delighted the nation. So did his successful 
defence of his European title in Italy. 


Pete Rademacher made his professional 
boxing debut in 1957 in a fight for the 


separate compartments for his big toes. 


An ice hockey match between Detroit 
Red Wings and Montreal Maroons went 
into six periods of extra time and lasted 
nearly four hours in 1936 before Red 


SPORTFACTS 


Standard number of spokes in bicycle 
wheels: 32 in the front and 40 in the 
rear wheel. (If your bike is short of any, 
have them replaced!) 


At Edinburgh in 1927, Bruce Sutherland 
played golf virtually non-stop for six 
days and five nights, completing 14 
rounds and covering 40 miles. 


world heavyweight championship; he 
lost to Floyd Patterson in six rounds. 


When a water-skier draws a finger across 
his throat it is a signal to the driver to 
“cut motor.” 


Oldest Olympic sport is wrestling, which 
was known to the Egyptians 3,000 years 
before Christ. 
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ROBIN OFT VISITS THIS INN! WHEN THOU SEEST HIM NEXT, 
WILT THOU GIVE HIM THESE ARROWSE 
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ICK-tick-tick ... It was just a 
faint sound. Amid the myriad 
other sounds that arose from the 


have 

earth. But the red-caped figure flying 
above the 

on the planet Krypton, 


child, imbued with superhuman 
powers. One of them was super- 


He reacted with super-speed. 
“Another bomb! And it’s in the base- 
ment of the Capitol building,” he said 
to himself as he zoomed downwards. 

A basement door flew open at his 


BOMB BLAST 


Tick-tick-tick Superman's 
amazing night vision served him well. 
He spotted the wooden box from 
which the ticking was coming. Snatch- 
ing it up, he made for the door and a 
moment later he was rocketing sky- 
wards. “I only hope I can get far 
enough from Metropolis to avoid any 


danger to people when the bomb goes 
off,” he thought. 

He was streaking beyond the 
atmosphere, rising towards the stars, 
when—BOOM! Superman had hurled 
the bomb away from him a second 
before it exploded. His X-ray vision, 
focused on the box, had seen the 

He turned back towards Earth. The 
bright lights of the city grew rapidly 
brighter as he approached. Then 
suddenly, a brighter light outshone the 
rest. It was an orange glow that un- 
folded like a flower. BOOM! With a 

7 ing sense of failure, Superman 
turned in midair towards the 
explosion point. 

The police were already at the scene 
when Superman landed lightly on the 
sidewalk. Flames were shooting from 
the shattered walls of a fine modern 
building, housing some of the city’s 
antiquities. The police chief turned to 
greet the Man of Steel. “I guess there 
isn’t much you can do, Superman,” he 
said. “The Mad Bomber has been up to 
his tricks again.” 

Superman frowned. “I’m going to 
put that fire out, Chief,” he said. “Will 
you see if you can find any witnesses 
to what happened?” 

“Sure, Superman,” promised the 
police chief. 


Superman bounded into the air and 
sped towards the port. He saw what he 
wanted in the supply yards—several 
massive caissons. In a flash he set to 
work, opening up the steel watertight 
cases and welding them together with 
the sheer super-strength of his amazing 
hands. 

He dived towards the water, filled 
the container, and a few moments 
later was flying back towards the fire. 
The watchers gasped at the sight of the 
Man of Steel approaching with the 
enormous steel tank. He tipped it so 
that the water ran in through the 
shattered walls and a-tremendous hiss 
arose as the fire died away. 

Superman set down his home-made 
fire extinguisher and the police chief 
hurried forward. “Superman! There’s 
an old lady who may have seen the 
Mad Bomber,” he said. 


MAN HUNT 


A patrolman came forward, leading 
by the arm a little, white-haired 
woman dressed in old-fashioned, rusty 
black clothes. “Oh, how exciting! 
Fancy getting to talk to Superman,” 
she dithered. 

He smiled. “Thank you,” he said. 
“But please tell me about this man 
you saw, Mrs... ? 

“*Mrs Pennyrand,” she replied. 
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“Well, he was carrying a wooden box 
and there was a ticking noise coming 
from it, and he disappeared into that 
alleyway behind the art gallery.” 

Superman turned towards the police 
chief. “May we take Mrs Pennyrand to 
headquarters to look through your file 
of criminals, Chief?” he asked. 

“Just what I was going to suggest,” 
nodded the other. 

A few minutes later the little old 
lady was staring with bright, curious 
eyes at the “mug shots” of criminals. 
Suddenly she gave a little cry and 
pointed to a picture. “That’s the man I 
saw!” she said. 

The police chief picked up the file. 
Superman peered over his shoulder at 
the face that looked sullenly from the 
photograph. “Jelly Jackson!” ex- 
claimed the police official. “Got his 
nickname from being an expert in 
gelignite.” 

Superman nodded. ‘‘Do you know 
where we can start looking for him, 
Chief?” 

The other shrugged. “I guess not, 
Superman. Jelly just dropped out of 
sight after he came out of prison.” 

Superman turned and strode away. 
“T'll work on it, Chief,” he promised. 
“Whoever he is, we've got to get this 
Mad Bomber behind bars before he 
does any more damage.” 

Mrs Pennyrand waved her hand. 
“Good hunting, Superman,” she cried. 

All that night the search went on 
for Jelly Jackson but not a trace was 
found of the wanted man. As dawn 
spread over the city, Superman re- 
turned to an apartment block near the 
Offices of the Metropolis daily news- 
paper, the Planet. In an alley nearby 
he switched back to his role as Clark 
Kent, reporter. Then he walked up to 
his apartment and was having break- 
fast when the phone rang. 


ANOTHER BOMB 

“Clark?” It was the voice of Lois 
Lane, pretty girl reporter on the 
Planet. “Listen Clark,” she said. 
“There was another bombing last night 
and the police and Superman are 
looking for a man called Jelly Jackson. 
Well, we've had a tip that he had been 
working on the building site on the 
West Bank, near the Long Bridge but 
he died yesterday morning—of a heart 
attack. He just couldn’t have been the 
Bomber. I think we ought to get hold 
of that Mrs Pennyrand and ask her 
how she came to pin the bombing on 
an innocent man.”” 
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They drove to the address that the 
old lady had given to the police, a 
genteel apartment block in the less- 
fashionable section of the city. Clark 
led the way up the stairs. 

He gave a quick rap on the door, 
although his X-ray vision had already 
told him that the apartment was 
deserted. He pretended to try the door 
handle, and feigned surprise when it 
opened. Lois had no idea that the 
super-strength of his hands had forced 


the lock. 
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They walked into the apartment. It 
was full of sticks of explosive, 
detonators and pieces of clock 
mechanism. “She must be the Mad 
Bomber,” exclaimed Lois. “Oh, isn’t it 
horrible, Clark!” 

He ushered her out of the building. 
“Take it easy, Lois,” he said. “Get 
back to the office and write the story. 
Tell Perry White that I stayed to do a 
bit of checking.” 

When Lois had driven away, Clark 
dived into a disused building and made 
his lightning switch. In a few seconds 
he emerged as Superman. Launching 
himself into the air, he sped over the 
tall city buildings. “My super-intuition 
tells me that Mrs Pennyrand is about 
to blow up another of our important 
city landmarks,” he said. 

Then he spotted her. A lone little 


figure balanced on a girder of the new 
suspension bridge that spanned the 
harbour. She was carrying a brown 
paper parcel, and his super-hearing 
picked up the “tick-tick-tick” of an- 
other time bomb. 

He landed on the girder upon which 
Mrs Pennyrand was perched. “I'll take 
the parcel,” he said, reaching for, it. 

She backed - away. “No!” she 
exclaimed. “I am merely doing my 
duty as a citizen.” 

“Your duty?” Superman’s brow 
furrowed in bewilderment. “Blowing 
up new buildings?” 

“Yes,” declared Mrs Pennyrand. 
“They disfigure our city. I hate them. 
Nobody can stop me—not even you, 
Superman!” 

She had taken from her pocket a 
small silver snuffbox. She snapped 
open the lid. “Care for a pinch of 
snuff?” she asked, holding out the 
box. 

Superman felt his head begin to 
swim. Weakness struck into his bones. 
Mrs Pennyrand chuckled. “You see, I 
know your weakness, Superman. This 
is powdered kryptonite in my snuff- 
box.” 

She flung the contents of the box 
into Superman’s face and he sank to 
his knees, shaking his head. Green 
kryptonite was a mineral from his own 
planet Krypton, and it was the one 
substance which could weaken his 
super-strength. He teetered unsteadily 
on the edge of that frightening drop. 

With a thrust of a tiny foot she sent 
him toppling over. Calmly she placed 
the bomb in position and then hurried 
away to her home. 


ONE MINUTE 

She was almost at her front door 
when Superman called to her. “Oh, 
Mrs Pennyrand; you left this behind 
you!” 

She gasped and grew ‘pale. For 
Superman was walking behind her, 
carrying the time-bomb in his hands. 
With a shriek of fear, Mrs Pennyrand 
fled—into the arms of police. 

“Tell him to take it away!” she 
shrieked. “I'll confess everything. I 
planted all the bombs. Only make 
Superman take that bomb away. It 
will explode in one minute from 
now!” 

Superman nodded to the police 
chief. “See you later, Chief!” he said. 
“I think another trip into space would 
be the best way of disposing of the 
lady’s parcel.” 
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